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EDITOR’S NOTES 

For many students submitting material to the magazine seems to be 
like playing solitaire—the odds are twenty to one against winning, or in the 
case of the magazine, getting published. So students give up before they 
try, and Box 670 remains empty near deadline time. Then the questions 
come at distribution: "Why is the book so small?" "How did that get in?" 
The answer is simple. The staff must compile a magazine from what is sub¬ 
mitted; size and quality depend on the entries. 

No one expects a college magazine to be a polished masterpiece com¬ 
posed of sterling selections. That is not its purpose. If it were, ninety-five 
per cent of its content would be excluded and the other five percent left in 
question. On the contrary, its purpose is to provide an opportunity for pub¬ 
lication, wider circulation, and greater growth for the student artist. The 
magazine sets no criteria for style and form of material; it only asks that the 
artist do the best that he can with the media he has chosen and that his 
best meet certain basic criteria for soundness in that media. 

A staff makes mistakes; it may overlook a good piece and accept some 
poor pieces, but it tries to do its best. Give them something to try 
with. There are two more issues of the magazine this year, and your chances 
of being accepted are much better than twenty to one. 
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SONNET 


I saw a pool all silent, dark and deep. 

A splotch of evening sun shone through a bough. 
The grass, the leaves surrounded it—asleep. 

A shimmer was its only movement now. 

I saw an autumn leaf about to fall 
From somewhere higher than my head. I knew 
The blaze of color as it was, just all 
A guise for death—and melancholy, too. 

I found a prize—a butterfly of gold 

And black just resting on a stem—'"Alive/ 7 

I thought until I found his wings were cold. 

Can beauty not in this whole world survive? 

But when I look upon these things all told, 

I see the beauty life in death must hold. 

—Nancy McCowell 



—Mary Beth Taylor 


The breeze goes dancing, 
and one leaf falls 
gracefully 

to its death. 


—Suzanne Moore 


THE GULLS 


I have left the gulls. 

Now I hear the twirring of darker, 

foreign-wings which fly before the clouds. 

Unequal in grace to the gulls. 

Have you never seen a white gull 
that planes onto a capping wave 
and rises with a final swell 
to the same sky 

That homes these brown cloud-catchers? 


—Nancy Greer 










retrospection 


world, 

i am trying not to cry 

as my thoughts scream 

a thousand screams 

of dandelions that dance 

in the sunset of a 

perfect summer day, 

gold robed princes and princesses 

ruling a pink-bassineted 

doll world that never 

knew blood but the 

red liquid which spotted 

the knee scar of a 

bike hike in the spring, 

funny fat clowns sporting 

red rubber noses and 

tossing silver lollipops 

and candy-coated gum 

that made children sick 

and being sick was 

always fun, 

roller coasters that 

flew a million miles 

while multi-colored 

balloons floated in 

the beautiful blue 

sky and youth hung 

onto a shabby piece of 

cotton candy for 

dear life, 

turquoise tea sets that 
came at Christmas with 
Santa Claus and served 
a lordly kingdom 
of pop-eyed teddy bears 
in an amber gold 
forest of autumn, 
world, 

a million years from yesterday 
ten thousand tears 
are falling and 
i am trying not to cry. 

—Sharon S. Mays 









































SURREALISTIC LANDSCAPE: APATHY 

The mind-desert of unlimited sand. 

Stretches to a mirage-like vanishing point. 

The faces of the World appear, dancing in the breeze, 

like washed clothes, hung out to dry 
on a painted backdrop, faded by Time. 

Imagination lies rotting under a metallic sky, 
a corpse in a black pool of shadow. 

The flowers of Thought die in boredom s wake. 

Creativity is cast away 

among the rusting tin cans of the mind. 

The desert of the mind- 

imprisoned by too much time gone by- 

painted black and white, by some disinterested artist. 

The brittle bones of Thought lie scattered, 
picked clean by the vultures of Apathy. 


—Ann Spring 
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-Mar/ Beth Taylor 
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4:05 P.M. 


cigarette smoke hanging 

in stale sheets 

over the furniture ...» 

the drip of a leaky 

faucet steadily striking . . . 

striking . . • 

the drone of a lazy 

fly circling . . . 

the scratchy sting 

of sweat . . . 

an empty glass 

a silent phone 

a dying afternoon. 

—Dottie Smith 




—Lynn Ballou 


FOR M.J.S. 


Truth, my life, is pain. 

It is to die alone 
And spat upon, 

A stranger leper walking through 
A sort of kindergarten. 

It is to be all tensed. 

Knowing its fragility to simulate 
Eggshell goblets balanced on a stone. 

It is nakedness 

Which is mistaken or maybe not mistaken 
For the flauntings of a stripper. 

You, an exhibitionist? 
OH-come-now-but-of-course; you are 
A sore thumb 
In liars 7 land. 

Virture is a limelight, and 
The truth becomes a vice to you, 

Who must be different 
Like Christ 
Between the thieves. 


—Mary Beth Taylor 


—Margaret Mackenzie 








the idol is broken 

it was pushed from its 

sacred pedestal 

by fiendish hands 

and now the pieces lie 

scattered around my feet. 

and i cannot move without 

hearing them crunch 

under my weight. 

the idol is broken 

the dust of shattered clay hangs 

heavy in the sullen air . . . 

i cannot stay here 

(darkness comes) 

but if i move, the dust 

will swirl sluggishly and catch 

me with taunting fingers 

still i must not stay 

i feel the broken pieces of the 

once worshipped idol dying 

under my feet as i hurry from 

this desecrated place 

but . . . 

there is clay between my toes 
and i cannot wash it away 
for 

the idol is broken 
(i bushed it) 

and there will be no resurrection. 


—Dottie Smith 







































shades of summer 

a literate speculation in black and white 

do you see the crowd cloud? 

i do . . . sometimes clearly, sometimes not, 
perched enigmatically over the heads of those hazy you s 
little droplets subtly emerge now and then (tell me w en) 
from the graying billows fluffy pillows 
some fall crystal clear with a sparkly tinkle 

(i see the sun!) , . t . 

some fall muddy dark with an ominous plunk, destination 

unknown (i hear the thunder rumble, don't stumble . . .) 
listen . . . wait . . . listen to the rhythm of the falling 

rain . . . spelling . . . telling . . . yelling . . . whispering ... 
blue you . . . me too 
watch! 

read the placards as the youths picket the stone house 
on the corner: 

Seekers of Significance 
Serve Our Society 
what's this? Sanitize Our Showers 
oh dichotomy! Serious Or Silly? 
read on: Socialize Our Selfishness 
Startle Our Stereotypes 
Shelve Our Suburbanisms 
eh? Sol Or Starvation 

what paradox! Saints Or Sinners? 

Sanity Or Stupidity? 

Snobbery Or Sincerity? 
look . . . each carries his own banner 

each walks in his own manner 
no one sees his neighbor's sign, 
all are loudly proclaiming mine, 
what's the purpose? where are they going? 
each seems intent but no direction is showing 
standing Or Sitting? 

Silent Or Shouting? 
here's one knitting, 
there's one pouting 
see: Secure Or Scared? 

Sad Or Sunny? 
one is prepared, 
one thinks it's funny 


what's the racket? are they Singing Or Sighing? 

mingling or dying? 
there's a clean one; here's a mean one 
Sanitary Or Substandard? 
only a tangled lanyard . . . 
that s a puzzle . . . 

Several Or Single . . . how shall i send thee? "one is or f 
and all alone and ever more shall be so . . 

Seeking Our Selves or 
Sharing Our Sentiments 
who know how goes . . . friends or foes . . . 
one small sign says: Shelve Our Sarcasm 
Steer Our Squabbles 
no one pays attention 
hardly worth our mention . . . 
oh chaotic, how hypnotic! 
big words, small words 
tall words, all words 
semantics for the birds! 
tossed and mangled alphabet macaroni 
sandwiched in with cheese and baloney 
let's all make our careful studies 
all ignore the fuddy duddies 
everyone is in the know 
with Soren or Salinger on the front row 
Scrutinize Our Symbols 
(minds so nimble) 

but careful . . . you'll catch her in the wry . . 
Second Our Strengths 
(go to "unlimited" lengths!) 
start here . . . give a cheer 
Stage Our Stories, full of glories saying 
"life is rough is rough but life is good" 

(except doing chores like a good kid should .. •) 
who needs a push? we're responsible kids 
all accepting jobs with generous bids 
i've done mine . . . you've done yours . . . 

(then what's that mess on the bathroom floors?) 
Stretch Our Salary 
hire a maid 
begin a gallery 
of hypocrites staid 


*fS.O.S. Shepherds of the Streets, an inner city project for slum children in 
Washington, D. C. in which the author spent summer ’6 71 







oh God . . . 
oh who? 

oh, never mind; i missed that FC session 
"had better things to do" is my confession 

oh . . . Something . . . 

Save Our Sanity! 

damn that noise 
shut up boys . . . 

Smile Or Sneer 
your kids are here 
hide your money 
can't trust them, ohney 

Christ! (oh, sorry, i forgot . . . i don't believe) 
my wallet's gone . . . 
i've lost my identity . . . 

stop! you're driving me mad . . . 

what's this i see ... it startles me 
not a farmer here in city atmosphere? ! 
a ragged child whose hand he holds, 
with weary steps a path he molds; 
they walk the sidewalks side by side 
plowing rubble (at least they tried) 


Sane Or Stupid? 

Spectrum Of Surprises . . . 

are they odd as society surmises? 
what's your mission? where are you going? 
don't ask me, these are just seeds i'm sowing . . . 
Sowing Of Seeds 
strange indeed . . . 

say, fellow, don't you know you're wasting your time? that 
stuff won't grow here! besides, it's dangerous running 
around in traffic with that plow . . . 
oh? . . . 

grant us Sameness Of Sensitivity 
(but i'm concerned with longevity) 

i feel the cloud, so close now . . . 
misty cloud, rains on trips, 
leaves city dirt on fingertips, 
moistens children's trembling lips . . . 
cloud of smog, hanging low 

blotting things that need to show 
rays of sunlight filter through 

oh, i wish i'd see some blue . . . 


shades of summer cry aloud 
floating down from mystic cloud 
God, how many colors pull ! 

let me be, my heart's too full . . . 

—Michele Daniel 



—Lynn Ballou 



























SEA MANTICS 


words fly aimlessly over deserted reaches 
as tears lap quietly on the shores of a 
wind-swept mind 

letters leave jumbled footprints, pile up in 
semblances of sand castles only to be 
washed away by salty tides 
some build mighty castles here but their 
roofs are thatched with cracking 
palm fronds 

tunnels etched by sand crab moles 
ridicule the foundations 
sea weed choke their lawns but they 
never seem to notice the difference 
are there rocks beneath any of the dunes? 
is there not one coral strand whose 

ledges offer firm support upon which to build? 
no longer am i gullible, swallowing every fish 
tossed up from the briny depths 

no longer sit on the sand and wait to be fed 
the exhilarating plunge deep over my head 
seeking sustenance has encouraged me 
to dive again 

the castle dwellers keep casting their nets 
after me, but never venture far, not even 
to their knees 

Aus tiefer Not schrei ich zu dir 


—Michele Daniel 
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UNTITLED 


Music keeps coming from somewhere. Beauti¬ 
ful music that no one will ever hear. No one but 
me. Others could hear it, but they never take 
time to listen. 

There’s the prelude now. A thousand violins 
in perfect rhythm. It’s so lovely that I may cry any 
minute. 

The red flowers in my front yard are prettier 
than they have ever been. But I don’t care any 
more. I used to live for those flowers. Now I 
wouldn’t give you two cents for a whole conti¬ 
nent covered in those idiotic weeds. 

Flowers are nice. They don’t gossip. No one 
ever had to tell a flower to shut-up. 

I used to go to school. There were two girls in 
my school. One was named Happiness. Happi¬ 
ness was oh-so beautiful with gooey orange 
make-up caked all over her face and greasy 
black eyes that could never see the world for all 
the mascara. 

Happiness rode her own car to school and 
spit at Margarie Pieface because Margarie made 
straight A’s and was an ugly work-hard-all-the- 
time bore. And this was all part of the glorious 
system which was part of the great big wonder¬ 
ful world. 


In the system everything is all shiny glitter and 
silver tinsel, and people spit a lot. They spit at 
things like those beggars in India who walk 
around on their hands because their feet have 
rotted off and they haven’t eaten since last year. 
They spit at those fanatics who believe in God 
because God is just a crutch for weak people to 
lean on, and none of them will ever need a 
crutch. They spit at their mother because she 
needs the car for prayer meeting next Wednes¬ 
day night, and they have to wear their new mini¬ 
skirts to the shake-it-up-baby dance with all the 
other coolcats who won’t ever see them anyway 
because the lights won’t be on 


l can see Happiness now. She’s laughing b< 
cause old Pieface just got accepted at that sh 

pid spend-your-life-in-sweat-and-tears colleg 

Hear her. Now the rafters are shaking. God it 
funny It s.so funny that Happiness will pro! 
ably laugh herself to death, and Margarie wi 
|ust keep right on living and sweating. An 
someday she will run for President of the Unite 
States, but she won’t get elected because sh 
didn t attend the Sociable Society Meeting j 
Pans, and she wasn’t on the list of ten be 
dressed women. 


lists are the 


—_ mg Tning m the system Tl 
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I live in the land of the free where it is easy 
to see that students should have the same rights 
as teachers. Mary shouldn’t wear a new dress 
when Josephine can’t afford one. Mrs. Higgin- 
bottem can’t spank Johnny for misbehaving un¬ 
less she spanks the other members of the class, 

too. That would be discrimination. For that mat¬ 
ter, anyone can see that Richard shouldn’t be 
allowed an “A” on his report card this month 
because he had one last month and now it’s 
Betsey’s turn. Maybe he studies and Betsey 
doesn’t, but that’s not important. In the wonder¬ 
ful system it is only important that everything 
be equal. 

Someday everyone will sit back in his rocking 
chair, smoke filter cigarettes, wear an orange- 
and-green mohair suit, and smile at his unem¬ 
ployment check. No one will be in any way dif¬ 
ferent from anyone else. No one will ever, under 
circumstances, undertake that preposterous pro¬ 
cess called thinking, and everyone will be hap¬ 
py. The only funny things will be that the 
land-of-the-free-where-you-can-work-your way 
way-up-to-the-top is no longer the land-of-the- 
free-where-you-can-work-your-way-up-to- the 

top, and no one knows where next month’s 
beans are coming from. It isn’t fair for only a few 
to plant beans, and, surely, everyone can’t do it. 

There was a boy at my school, too. His name 
was Walter, and he used to carry water for the 
football team. Everybody liked Walter because 
his I.Q. was fifty and he would do anything you 
told him I mean you could tell good-old-never- 
stop-grinning Walter to jump off the Empire 
State Building, and he’d do it that very minute. 

















I remember the last time I walked into art 
class. All the kids were standing around laugh¬ 
ing their heads off. Walter was probably laugh¬ 
ing the hardest of all r and he didn’t even know 
what he was laughing at. When I walked clos¬ 
er, I saw that he had drawn a round circle with 
two dots for eyes, and a half moon containing 
three crooked x’s for a mouth. 

It was really hilarious. I mean it was so funny 
that I had to sharpen my pencil that split sec¬ 
ond. It must have taken me fiftteen minutes to 
grind that new yellow pencil to pieces. While 
I was standing at the pencil sharpener, tears 
kept rolling down my cheeks, and they wouldn’t 
stop. 

That last strain. Could I hear it one more time? 
Just once more. I never knew a flute could play 
with such delicacy. 

Maybe the next tune will be a little French 
berceuse. The woodwinds will trill ever so softly, 
and I will go to sleep and sleep three times as 
long as Rip Van Winkle. Pretty soon I’ll be able 
to go outside again. My mother will probably 
make me walk up town for a stick of margarine 
tomorrow. I hate margarine. 




I can barely hear the melody now. Make it a 
forte. Please, Mr. Musician. 

When I get to town, I will sit on a park bench 
and cry for an hour. Pretty little gray-and-white 
pigeons will scamper around hunting bread 
crumbs in the dead leaves. Every time one of 
those pigeons walks in front of me, I will cry 
twice as many tears. 

Oh, God, the music has stopped. And those 
gaundy red flowers keep smiling in through my 
window. 

Maybe Monday I’ll go back to school and see 
Walter. 

Don’t let it rain Monday. Please, God, don’t 
let it rain. 


—Sharron S. Mays 


—Lou Ellen Selmer 




























SISTER 


Unkempt hair, cobalt eyes, fat hands, and soft lips— 

Look out your window. Sister. 

Touch the purple smooth violet, petals with your fingertips and 
Touch your tongue to the wetness of dew. 

Chase the leaf falling just ahead and 

Leap stomach-first into the brown oak pile under the tree-house. 

Race the wind across a waist-high meadow of itchy weeds and 

Pant until your breath comes back and you can laugh out loud without hurting. 

Rejoice the ache in your chubby legs as you walk home and 

Follow the giant afternoon shadow you cast up ahead until you have to cross the street. 

Reach out your window. Sister. 

Embrace the majesty of autumn. 

Kiss the earth it beholds. 
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—Betsy Martin 













PROUDFLESH 


Dull/ . . . 

That is how I feel you gone— 

Dully, 

Without the sharper pains the first 
Departed lovers left. 

Wounds on wounds make 
Scars on scars 
Impenetrable to new hooks. 

But often, 

When the ground fog snatches at my feet 
As if it means to cripple, 

The cold of new steel on old wounds 

Makes phantom pains 

That reach my sense of used to be 

And ache 

Dully. 


—Margaret Mackenzie 


Roots of ancient oak 
Stretch and bite into the dust. 
Baby branch quivers. 

—Pat Ondo 



-Karen Wickwire 
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TRUE LOVE 

Real poets feel emotions well. 
They pine and sigh for hours. 

Yet could they write their poetry 
If they did not have flowers? 

Roses, lilies, tulips, daisy; 

Little flowers drive one crazy. 
Petal, leaf, and slender stem; 

All these things appeal to them. 

Rose like face, or face like rose, 
A woman laps it up. 

It thrills her extra-specially 
When called a buttercup. 

If women really knew the score, 
Twould really make them rant. 
For poets don't love women— 
They merely love the plants. 


there is a hippopotamus in my closet 
sitting on fallen coat hangers 
his head between my green skirt 
and my blue raincoat— 
i cannot keep pets in my room, 
the rules do not allow it— 
but. 

does he look like a goldfish to you? 

—Dotti Smith 



Security was a ring through my nose 
I finally lost 

When once my mind became red-wild 
And cursed all it fell upon. 

Now sophistication bounded by remorse 
Directs me: 

I must pierce my ears. 


—Nancy McCowell 


—Nancy Greer 



















































































